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On comparing this play with the original, the reasons assigned by the Editor in his Adver- 
tisement, for the alterations he had presumed to make, were so obvious, it was judged to be 
more acceptable to the reader in its present form, than as originally written. 


ADVERTISEMENT. 


THE present age, though it has done honour to its own 
discernment by the applauses paid to Shakspere, has, at the 
same time, too grossly neglected the other great masters in 
the same school of writing. The pieces of Beaumont and 
Fletcher in particular, (to say nothing of Jonson, Massinger, 
Shirley, Sc.) abound with beauties, q much of the same co- 
lour with those of Shakspere, that it is almost unaccountable, 
that the very age which admires one, even to idolatry, should 
pay 80 little attention to the others ; and, while almost every 
poet or critic, at all eminent in the literary world, have been 
ambitious of distinguishing themselves, as editors of Shak- 
spere, no more than two solitary editions of Beaumont and 
Fletcher, and one of thoxse. of & very late date, have been 
published in the present century. . 


The truth is, that nature indeed is in all ages the same; 
but modes and customs, manners and languages, are sub- 
Ject to perpetual variation. Time insensibly renders writings 
obsolete and uncouth, and the gradual introduction of new 
words and idioms brings the older forms into disrepute and 
disuse. But the intrinsic merit of any work, though it may 
be obscured, must for ever remain; as antique coins, or 


old plate, though not current or ſashionable, still have their 
value, according to their weight, 


o 


The injuries of modern innovation in the state of letters 
may be in a great measure repaired, by rendering the writ- 
ings of our old authors familiar to the public, and bringing 
tem often before them. How many plays are there of 
ghakspere, now in constant acting, of which the directors 
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of the theatres would scarce hazard the representation, if 
the long-continued, and, as it were, traditional approbation 
of the public had not given a sanction to their irregularities, 
and ſamiliarized the diction! The language even of our Li- 
turgy and Bible, if we may venture to mention them on this 
occasion, would perhaps goon become obsolete and unintelli- 
gible to the generality, if they were not constantly read in our 
churches. The stile of our authors, especially in this play, 


is often remarkably plain and simple, and only raised or 


enriched by the sentiments. It is the opinion of Dryden, 
that even Shakspere's language is a liitle obsolete in com- 
« parison of theirs; and that the English language in them 
« arrived to its highest perſection ; what words have since 
© been taken in, being rather superſluous, than necessary. 


Philaster has always been esteemed one of the best produc- 
tions of Beaumont and Fletcher ; and, we are told by Dry- 
den, was the first play that brought them into great reputa- 
tion. The beauties of it are indeed so striking and so vari- 
ous, that our authors might in this play almost be said to 
rival Shakspere, were it not for the many evident marks of 
imitation of his manner. The late editors of Beaumont and 
Fletcher conceive, that the poets meant to delineate, in the 
character of Philaster, a Hamlet racked with the jealousy of 
Othello; and there are several passages, in this play, where 
the authors have manifestly taken fire from similar circum- 
Stances and expressions in Shakspere, particularly some, 
that will readily occur to the reader, as he goes along, from 
Othello, Hamlet, Cymbeline, and Lear. 


To remove the objections to the performance of this excel- 
lent play on the modern stage, has been the chief labour, and 
sole ambition, of the present editor. It may be remembered, 
that The Spanish Curate, The Little French Lawyer, and 


Scornful Lady, of our authors, as well as The Silent Wo- 


man of Jonson, all favourite entertainments of our prede- 
cessors, have, within these few years, encountered the se- 
verięy of the pit, and received Sentence of condemnation. 
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ADVERTISEMENT. * 


That the uncommon merit of such a play as Philaster might 
be universally acknowledged and received, it appeared ne- 
cessary to clear it of ribaldry and obscenity, and to amend a 
gross indecency in the original constitution of the fable, which 
must a ve checked the success due to the regt of the piece, 
nay, indeed, was an insuperable obstacle to its represen- 
tation. 


But though the inaccuracies and licentiousness of the 
piece were inducements (according to the incudi reddere of 
Horace) to put it on the anwil again, yet nothing has been 
added more than was absolutely necessary, to make it move 
easily on the new hinge, whereon it now turns: nor has 
any thing been omitted, except what was supposed to have 
been likely to obscure its merit, or injure its success. The 
pen was drawn, without the least hesitation, over every 
Scene now expunged, except the first scene of the third act, 
as it stands in the original ; in regard to which, the part 
that Philaster sustains in it occasioned some pause : but, 
on examination, it seemed that Dion's falsification of facts 
in that scene was inconsistent with the rest of his character, 
though very natural in such a person as Megra: and though 
we have in our times geen the sudden and instantaneous 
transitions from one passion to another remarkably well 
represented on the stage, yet Philaster's emotions appeared 
impossible to be exhibited with any conformity to truth or 
nature. It was therefore thought adviseable to omit the 
whole scene; and it is hoped, that this omission will not be 
disapproved, and that it will not appear to have left any void 
or chasm in the action; since the imputed falsehood of Are- 
thusa, aſter being s0 industriously made public to the whole 
court, might very naturally be imagined to come to the 
knowledge of Philaster in a much shorter interval, than is 
often supposed to elapse between the acts; or even between 
the scenes'of some of our old plays. 


The scenes in the fourth act, wherein Philaster, according 
to the original play, wounds Arethusa and Bellario, and 
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from which the piece took its — title of Love Lies a 


Bleeding, have always been censured by the critics, They 
breathe too much of that spirit of blood, and cruelty, and 
horror, of which the English tragedy hath often been ac- 
cused. The hero's wounding his mistress hurt the delicacy of 
most; and his maiming Bellario sleeping, in order to abe 
himself from his pursuers, offended the generosity of all. 
T his part of the fable, therefore, go injurious to the character 
of Philaster, it was judged absolutely requigite to alter; 
and a new turn has been given to all those circumstances : 
but the change has been effected by such simple means, and 
with go much reverence to the original, that there are hardly 
ten lines added on account of the alteration. 


The rest of the additions or alterations may be seen at 
once, by comparing the present play with the original ; if 
the reader does not, on such occasions, of himself too easily 
discover the patch-work of a modern hand. 


There is extant in the works of the duke of Buckingham, 
who wrote The Rehearsal, and altcred The Chances, an al- 
teration of this play, under the title of The Restoration, or 
Right will take Place. The duke seems to have been very 
Studious to disguise the piece, the names of the Dramatis 
Personae, as well as the title, being entirely changed ; and 
the whole piece, together with the prologue and epilogue, 
Seemed intended to carry the air of an oblique political satire 
on his own times. However that may be, the duke's play is 
as little (if not less) calculated for the present stage, as the 
original of our author'ss The character of Thrasomond 
(for go the duke calls the Spanish prince) is much more ludi- 
crous than the Pharamond of Beaumont and Fletcher. Few 
of the indecencies or obscenities in the original are remou- 
ed ; and with what delicacy the adventure of Megra is ma- 
naged, may be determined from the following specimen of | 
his grace's alteration of that circumstance, not a word of the 
following extract _y to be found in Beaumont and | 
Fletcher. 
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Enter the guard, bringing in THRAaSOMOND, in drawers, 
muffled up in a cloak. 


Guard. Sir, in obedience to your commands, 
We stopt this fellow stealing out of doors. 
[They pull off his cloak. 
Agremont. Who's this, the prince ? 
Cleon. Yes; he is incognito. 
King. Sir, I must chide you for this looseness /! 
You've wrong'd a worthy lady ; but no more. 
Thrasomond. Sir, I came hither but to take the air. 
Cleon. A witty rogue, I warrant him. 
Agremont. Ay, he's a devil at his answers. 
King. Conduct him to his lodgings, 


If to move the passions of pity and terror are the two 


chief ends of tragedy, there needs no apology for giving that 
title to the play of Philaster. If Lear, Hamlet, Othello, 
Sc. Sc. notwithstanding the casual introduction of comic 
circumstances in the natural course of the action, are tra- 
gedies; Philaster is $0 too. The duke of Buckingham en- 
titles his alteration a tragi-comedy ; but that word, accord- 
ing to its present acceptation, conveys the idea of a wery 
different species of composition; a play, like The Spanis/ 
Friar, or Oroonoko, in which two distinct actions, one ge- 
rious and the other comic, are unnaturally woven toge- 
ther ; as absurd a medley (in the opinion of Addison) as if 
an epic writer was to undertake to throw into one poem the 
adventures of Aneas and Hudibras. 

As to the form in which the piece is now submitted to the 
public, some, perhaps, will think that the editor has taken 
too many liberties with the original, and many may censure 
him for not having made a more thorough alteration. There 
are, it must be confessed, many things still leſt in the play, 
which may be thought to lower the dignity of tragedy, and 
which would not be admitted in a fable of modern construc- 


= ton: but where suck things were in nature, and inoſſen- 
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sive, and served at the same time as so many links in the 
chain of circumstances that compose the action, it was 
thought better to subdue in some measure the intemperance 
of the scenes of low humour, than wholly to reject or omit 
them, It would not have been in the power, nor indeed was 
it ever in the intention or desire, of the editor, to give Phi- 
laster the air of a modern performance; no more than an 
architect of this age would endeavour to embellish the 
magnificence of a gothic building with the ornaments of the 
Greek or Roman orders. It is impossible for the severest 
reader to have a meaner opinion of the editor's share in the 
- work than he enteriains of it himself. Something, however, 
was necessary to be done; and the reasons for what he has 
done have already been assigned ; nor can he repent of the 
trouble he has taken, at the instance of a ſriend, whom he 


is happy to oblige, when he sees himself the instrument of 


restoring Philaster to the theatre, of displaying new graces 
in Mrs. Yates, and of calling forth the extraordinary powers 
of s0 promising a genius for the stage as Mr. Powell. 
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PHILASTER. 


Is the only Tragedy of BraumonT and FLETCHER, which 
even occasionally revisits the modern stage.—No doubt a 
multitude of readers will be ready with the usual outcry 
against the bad taste of the times; but the fact is, so com- 
pletely dissimilar are the manners of its characters from any 
thing which we perceive at present, that we revolt from 
its scenes if they are pretended to be PicTuRes of LIFE, 
though, in the closet, they may amuse us highly as the 
rich production of fanciful imagination. 

These Authors now and then flash forth with a burst 
of truth and nature—but no scene is unmixed with extra- 
vagance of sentiment, with passion evaporating in conceit, 
with colloquy often feeble and inefficient. They excel in 
descriptive passages, and fail in the tenour of mental tran- 
Script—their dialogue is a suit of sentences, in which the 
response 1s frequently inapposite to the demand, harsh in 
its construction, and obscure by the indefinite style of its 
expression. 

The present Play has many improbabilities in its struc- 
ture—PHILASTEK is a Shade of HAMLET the Dane, mixed 
with a spice of the frenzy of Othello, and the torments of 
Posthumus. It is dangerous to blend passions; not from the 
difficulty, for it is more difficult to sustain one grand MASTER=- 
PASSION than to fluctuate between opposing feelings; but 
because, for instance, the violence of jEALO US dimi- 
nishes the sympathy for oPPRESSION; and the PRINCE 
dispossessed is lost in the Lover, Whose imaginary disho- 
nour is known by the spectator to be ungrounded.— There 
is a confusion between actual WRONG and supposititious 
SUFFERING. | 

BELLARIO is a character innocent and unhappy—She 
cherishes a passion which deserves a reward from its gene- 
rosity, and misses it only by a want of poetical justice. 
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PROLOGUE. 


Written by Grone Corman, Esq. on Mr. Powrr's first Ap- 


pearance at Drury-Lane, 


WHILE modern tragedy, by rule exact, 

Spins out a thin-wrought fable, act by att, 

We dare to bring yon one of those bold plays, 

Wrote by rough English wits in former days ; 
Beaumont and Fletcher ! those lauin stars, that run 
T heir glorious course round Shakspere's golden gun; 
Or when Philaster Hamlet's place supplied, 

Or Bess5us walk*d the stage by Falstaff®s side. 
Their souls, well pair'd, shot fire in mingled rays, 
Their hands together twin'd the social bays, 

Ti fashion drove in a refining age, 

Virtue from court, and Nature from the stage. 
Then nonsense, in heroics, seem d sublime; 

Kings rav'd in couplets, and maids sigh'd in rhime. 
Next,, prim, and trim, and delicate, and chaste, 
A hash from Greece and France, came modern taste. 
Cold are her sont, and 50 afraid of dealing 

In rant and fustian, they ne er rise to feeling. 

0 say, ye bards of phlegm, gay, where's the name 

T hat can with Fletcher urge a rival claim ? 

Say, where's the poet, train'd in pedant schools, 
Equal to Shakspere, who verleapt all rules ? 

Thus of our bards we boldly speak our mind; 

A harder task, alas ! remains behind : 

To-night, as yet by, public eyes unteen, 

A raw, unpractis d novice fills the scene. 
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Bred in the city, his theatric star 
Brings him at length on this side Temple-Bar 
Smit with the mute, the ledger he forgot, 

And when he wrote his name, he made a blot. 
Him while perplexing hopes and fears embarrass, 
Skulking (like Hamlet's rat) behind the arras, 
Me a dramatic fellow-feeling draws, 

Without a fee, to plead a brother's cause. 

Genius is rare; and while our great comptroller, 
No more a manager, turns arrant stroller, 

Let new adventurers your care engage, 
And nurse the infant 5aplings of the stage ! 
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Dramatis Personae. 


DRURT- LANE. 
Men. 
K IN, - - - - Mr. Packer. 
PuiLASTERs = — - - A Young Gentlem. 
PHARAMOND, - - - - Mr. Barrymore. 
D1on, - - - _ - - Mr. Fawcett. 


CLEREMONTSy - - - „Mr. Phillimore, 
THRASILINE) - - Mr. Chaplin. 
CarTAIN, - 8 — - Mr. Waldron. 
CouNTRYMAN, - - - Mr. Burton. 

- Mr. Spencer. 

- Mr. Lyons. 


- Mr. Alfred 
W 2 _ $ * * 
oodmen, f - Mr. Jones, 


Messengers, j — 8 


Women. 
ARETHUSA, - - — — Miss Collins. 
Eur nR ASIA, disguized under the name of 


Bellario, - - - - Mrs. Jordan. 
MRA, a Spanish lady, = = Mrs. Ward. 
GALATEA, — — — Miss Tidswell. 


Lady, — — — — - Miss Palmer 


SCENE, Sicily. 
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PHILASTER. 


ACT I. SCENE I. 


An Antechamber in the Palace. Enter Dion, CLEREMONT), 
and 'THRASILINEs 


Cleremont. 
Here's nor lords nor ladies. 

Dion. Credit me, gentlemen, I wonder at it. They receiy- 
ed strict charge from the king to attend here. Besides, it 
was loudly published, that no officer should forbid any gen- 
tleman that desired to attend and hear. 

Cler. Can you guess the cause? 

Dion. Sir, it is plain, about the Spanish prince, that's come 
to marry our kingdom's heir, and be our sovereign. 

Cler. Many, that will seem to know much, say, she looks 
not on him like a maid in love. 

Thra. They say too, moreover, that the lady Megra (sent 
hither by the queen of Spain, Pharamond's mother, to grace 
the train of Arethusa, and attend her to her new home when 
espoused to the prince) carries herself somewhat too famili- 

arly towards Pharamond; and it is whispered, that there is 
too close an intercourse between him and that lady. 

Dion. Troth, perhaps there may; though the multitude 


(that seldom know any thing but their own opinions) speak 


what they would have. But the prince, before his own ap- 


C 
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proach, received so many confident messages from the state, 
and bound himself by such indissoluble engagements, that J 
think their nuptials must go forwards, and that the princess 
is resolved to be ruled. 

Cler. Sir, it is thought with her he shall enjoy both these 
kingdoms of Sicily and Calabria. 

Dion. Sir, it is without controversy so meant. But 'twill 
be a troublesome labour for him to enjoy both these king- 
doms with safety, the right heir to one of them living, and 
living so virtuously; especially, the people admiring the 
bravery of his mind, and lamenting his injuries. 30 

Cler. Who, Philaster ? | 

Dion. Yes, whose father, we all know, was by our late king 
of Calabria unrighteously deposed from his fruitful Sicily, 
Myself drew some blood in those wars, which I would give 
my hand to be washed from. 

Cler. Sir, my ignorance in state-policy will not let me 
know why, Philaster being heir to one of these kingdoms, 
the king should suffer him to walk abroad with such free 
liberty. 

Dion. Sir, it seems your nature is more constant than to 
inquire after state- news. But the king, of late, made a 
hazard of both the kingdoms of Sicily and his own, with offer- 


ing but to imprison Philaster ; at which the city was in arm, 
not to be charmed down by any state- order or proclamation, * 


till they saw Philaster ride through the streets, pleased, and 


without a guard; at which they threw their hats and their 
arms from them, some to make bonfires, some to drink, al! 
for his deliverance. Which, wise men say, is the cause the 
king labours to bring in the power of a foreign nation to 
awe his own with. [ Hlaurisb. 
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SCENE II. 


Draws, and discovers the KING, PHARAMOND, ARETHUSA, 
and T rain, 


King. To give a stronger testimony of love 
Than “ sickly” promises,“ (which commonly 
« In princes find both birth and burial 


In one breath)” we have drawn you, worthy sir, 
To make your fair endearments to our daughter, 


And worthy services known to our subjects, 


No loy'd and wonder'd at.” Next, our intent 


To plant you deeply, our immediate heir 


Both to our blood and kingdoms, * For this lady, I 
(The best part of your life, as you confirm me, 


And 1 believe) though her few years and sex 


vet teach her nothing but her fears and blushes; 
0 2 « Think not, dear sir, these undivided parts, 


« That must mould up a virgin, are put on 


To shew her so, as borrow'd ornaments, 

To speak her perfect love to you, or add 

An artificial shadow to her nature,” 

L-ast, noble son, (for so I now must call you) 

9 What I have done thus public, is“ not only 
= « To add a comfort in particular 

Fo you and me, but all; and” to confirm 


The nobles, and the gentry of these kingdoms, 


Buy oath to your succession, which shall be 
Within this month at most. 


Pha, Kissing your white hand, mistress, I take leave, 
To thank your royal father ; and thus far 


To be my own free trumpet. Understand, 


16 PHILASTER, 


Great king, and these your subjects, gentlemen, 


Believe me, in a word, a prince's word, 
There shall be nothing to make up a kingdom 
Mighty and flourishing, defenced, fear'd, 
Equal to be commanded and obey'd, 

But through the travels of my life Ill find it, 
And tie it to this country. And I vow, 

My reign shall be so easy to the subject, 

That ev'ry man shall be his prince himself, 
And his own law : (yet I his prince and law) 
And, dearest lady, let me say, you are 

The blessed'st living; for, sweet princess, you 


Shall make him yours for whom great queens must die. 


Thra. Miraculous! 


Aa I, 


80 


Cler. 'This speech calls him Spaniard, being nothing but 


A large inventory of his own commendations. 


But here comes one more worthy those large speeches, 


Than the large speaker of them. 


Enter PHILASTER. 


Phi. Right noble sir, as low as my obedience, 


And with a heart as loyal as my knee, 
I beg your favour. 

King. Rise; you have it, sir. 
Speak your intents, sir. 

Phi. Shall I speak them freely? 
Be still my royal sovereign 

King. As a subject, 
We give you freedom. 

Dion. Now it heats. _ 

Phi. Then thus I turn 
My language to you, prince, you, foreign man. 
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Neꝰ er stare, nor put on wonder; for you must 
Endure me, and you shall. This earth you tread on, 
(A dowry, as you hope, with this fair princess) 

By my dead father (oh, I had a father, 

Whose memory I bow to!) was not left 

To your inheritance, and 1 up and living, 

Having myself about me, and my sword, 

The souls of all my name, and memories, 

These arms and some few friends, besides the gods, 
To part so calmly with it, and sit still, 


And say, I might have been. I tell thee, Pharamond, 


When thou art king, look I be dead and rotten, 
And my name ashes. For, hear me, Pharamond, 
This very ground thou goest on, this fat earth, 
My father's friends made fertile with their faiths, 
Before that day of shame, shall gape, and swallow 
Thee and thy nation, like a hungry grave, 
Into her hidden bowels. Prince, it shall; 
By Nemesis, it shall. | 

King. You do displease us. 
You are too bold. 

Phi. No, sir, I am too tame, 
Too much a turtle, a thing born without passion, 
A faint shadow, that every drunken cloud sails over, 
And maketh nothing. 

Pha. What you have seen in me to stir offence 
I cannot find, unless it be this lady, 
Offer'd into mine arms, with the succession, 
Which I must keep, tho? it hath pleas'd your fury 
To mutiny within you. The king grants it, 
And I dare make it mine. You have your answer. 

Phi. If thou wert sole inheritor to him 
That made the world his, and were Pharamond 
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As truly valiant as I feel him cold, 
And ring'd among the choicest of his friends, 
And from this presence, spite of all these stops, 
You should hear further from me. 
King. Sir, you wrong the prince. 
I gave you not this freedom to brave our best friends; 
You do deserve our frown. Go to; be better temper'd. 
Phi. It must be, sir, when I am nobler us'd. 
King. Philaster, tell me 
The injuries you aim at in your riddles. 
Phi. If you had my eyes, sir, and sufferance, 
My griefs upon you, and my broken fortunes, 
My wants great, and now nought but hopes and fears, 
My wrongs would make ill riddles to be laughed at. 
Dare you be still my king, and right me not? 


King. Go to; | 6 


Be more yourself, as you respect our favour ; 

Yow'll stir us else. Sir, I must have you know, 

That you're, and shall be, at our pleasure, (what fashion we 

« Will put upon you.“ Smooth your brow, or, by the gods— 
Phi. J am dead, sir; you're my fate. It was not I 

Said 1 was wrong' d. I carry all about me 


My weak stars led me to, all my weak fortunes. J 


Who dares in all this presence speak (that is 
But man of flesh, and may be mortal), tell me 
I do not most entirely love this prince, 
And honour his full virtues ? 
King. Sure he's possess'd ! | 
Phi. Yes, with my father's spirit. It's here, O king! 170 
A dangerous spirit: now he tells me, king, | 
I was a king's heir, bids me be a king, 
And whispers to me, these be all my subjects. 
*Tis strange, he will not let me sleep, but dives 
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Into my fancy, and there gives me shapes 
That kneel, and do me service, cry my king. 
But I'll suppress him; he's a factious spirit, 
And will undo me. Noble sir your hand; 
I am your servant. 
King. Away ; I do not like this. 189 
For this time I pardon your wild speech. 
[ Exeunt King, Pha. Are. and train. 
Dion. See how his fancy labours. Has he not 
Spoke home, and bravely ? What a dangerous train 
Did he give fire to! How he shook the king! 
Made his soul melt within him, and his blood 


Run into whey! It stood upon his brow, 
Like a cold winter dew. 


Phi. Gentlemen, 
You have no suit to me; 1 am no minion, 
You stand, methinks, like men that would be courtiers, 
If you could well be flatter'd at that price, 
Not to undo your children. You're all honest. 
Go, get you home again, and make your country 
A virtuous court, to which your great ones may, 
In their diseased age, retire, and live recluse. 
Cler. How do you, worthy sir ? 
Phi. Well, very well, 
And so well, that, if the king please, I find 
I may live many years. 
Dion. The king must please, 
Whilst we know what you are, and who you are, 
Your wrongs and injuries. Shrink not, worthy sir, 
But add your father to you; in whose name 
We'll waken all the gods, and conjure up 
The rods of vengeance, the abused people 
Who, like to raging torrents, shall swell high, 
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And so begirt the dens of these male dragons, 
That through the strongest safety, they shall beg 


For mercy at your sword's point. g 


Phi. Friends, no more; 
Our ears may be corrupted. Tis an age 
We dare not trust our wills to. Do you love me ? 
Thra. Do we love Heav'n and honour? 
Phi. My lord Dion, 
You had a virtuous gentlewoman call d you father: 
Is she yet alive ? 
Dion. Most honour'd sir, she is; 
And for the penance but of an idle dream, 
Has undertook a tedious pilgrimage. 


Enter a Lady. 


Phi. Is it to me, or any of these gentlemen you come? 220 
Lady. To you, brave lord; the princess would intreat your. 


present company. 
Phi. Kiss her fair hand, and say, I will attend her. 
Dion, Do you know what you do ? 
Phi. Ves; go to see a woman. 
Cler. But do you weigh the danger you are in ? 
Phi. Danger in a sweet face! 
Her eye may shoot me dead, or those true red 
And white friends in her face may steal my soul out; 
There's all the danger in't. But be what may, 
Her single name hath armed me. [ Exit. 
Dion. Go on; 
And be as truly happy as thou art fearless. 
Come, gentlemen, let's make our friends acquainted, | 
Lest the king prove false. [ Exeunt. 
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SCENE III. 


Changes to another Apartment, Enter ARETHUSA and a Lady. 


Are. Comes he not? 
Lady. Madam? 
Are. Will Philaster come? 
* Lady. Dear madam, you were wont 
Too credit me at first. 240 
Are. But didst thou tell me so:? 
| 3 I am forgetful, and my woman's strength 
= Is so o'ercharg'd with danger like to grow 
About my marriage, that these under things 
4 Dare not abide in such a troubled sea. 
How look'd he, when he told thee he would come? 
Lady. Why, well. 
20 Ae. And not a little fearful : 
ur 2 Lady. Fear, madam! sure he knows not what it is. 
Are. You are all of his faction; the whole court 
Ils bold in praise of him; whilst I 
May live neglected, and do noble things, 
XZ As fools in strife throw gold into the sea, 
Z Drown'd in the doing. But I know he fears. 


PT 4 2 r 


Lady. Fear, madam ! Methought his looks hid more 
| Ol love than fear. 
Are. Of love! to whom? To you? 


: Did you deliver those plain words I sent 
xit. q With such a winning gesture, and quick look, 
That you have caught him? 260 
Lady. Madam, I mean to you. 
Are. Of love to me ! Alas! thy ignorance 
unt. Lets thee not see the crosses of our births. 
2 | E F. that loves not to be question'd why 
I D 


_ PHILASTER, 


She did or this, or that, but has her ends, 
And knows she does well, never gave the world 
Two things so opposite, so contrary, 
As he and I am. 
Lady. Madam, I think I hear him. 
Are. Bring him in. | 


You gods, that would not have your doom withstood, 


Whose holy wisdoms at this time it is 
To make the passion of a feeble maid, 
The way unto your justice, I obey. 


Re-enter Lady and PHILAST ER. 


Lady. Here is my lord Philaster. 
Are, Oh! ?tis well. 
Withdraw yourself. 
Phi. Madam, your messenger 
Made me believe you wish'd to speak with me. 
Are. *Tis true, Philaster. 
Have you known, 
That I have ought detracted from your worth? 
Have I in person wrong'd you? Or have set 
My baser instruments to throw disgrace 
Upon your virtues? 
Phi. Never, madam, you. 


280 


Are, Why then should you, in such a public place, 


Injure a princess, and a scandal lay 
Upon my fortunes, ** fam'd to be so great,“ 
Calling a great part of my dowry in question ? 


Phi. Madam, this truth, which I shall speak, will seem 
« Foolisch. But”? for your fair and virtuous self, 


I could afford myself to have no right 
To any thing you wish'd. 
Are. Philaster, know, 


L 
= 
> F 
"CY 

Fe 
= 
42 
2 3 
3 
_ 
* 
be” 
92 
1 
B, 
*p 
* 
9 
ki 
©" 
= 
7 


Ad I. 4 

8 1 

8 / 

11 

5 

[Exit Lady. | 

EZ 

8 1 

F 

3 

17 
[ Exit Lady. I 
4 


2 — = 6» 


—_ 47 1. PHILASTER. 


I must enjoy these kingdoms of Calabria 
And Sicily. By fate 1 die, Philaster, 
If I not calmly may enjoy them both. 
Phi. I would do much to save that noble life; 
vet would be loth to have posterity 
14 Find in our stories, that Philaster gave 
His right unto a sceptre and a crown, 
To save a lady's longing. | 
Are. Nay, then, hear: 
I must, and will have them, and more. 
g Phi. What more? Say, you would have my life; 
Why, I will give it you; for it is of me 
A thing so loath'd, and unto you that ask 
Of so poor use, I will unmov'dly hear. 
ye | Are. Fain would I speak; and yet the words are such 
, F I have to say, and do so ill beseem 
The mouth of woman, that I wish them said, 
0 2 And yet am loth to utter them. Oh, turn 
Away thy face! a little bend thy looks! 
Spare, spare me, Oh, Philaster ! 
Phi, What means this ? 
Are. But that my fortunes hang upon this hour, 
But that occasion urges me to speak, 
4 And that perversely to keep silence now 
2 Would doom me to a life of wretchedness, 
I could not thus have summon'd thee, to tell thee, 
2 The thoughts of Pharamond are scorpions to me, 
More horrible than danger, pain, or death! 
m Les must have thy kingdoms—must have thee. 
= Phi. How, me! 
Are. Thy love! without which, all the land 
Discover'd yet, will serve me for no use, 
But to be buried in. 
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Phi. Is't possible? 
Are. With it, it were too little to bestow 
On thee. Now, though thy breath may strike me dead, 
(Which, know, it may) I have unripp'd my breast. 
Phi. Madam, you are too full of noble thoughts, 
To lay a train for this contemned life, 
Which you may have for asking. To suspect 
Were base, where I deserve no ill. Love you! 
By all my hopes I do, above my life. 
But how this passion should proceed from you 
So violently 
Are. Another soul into my body shot, 340 
Could not have fill'd me with more strength and spirit, 
Than this thy breath. But spend not hasty time 
In seeking how I came thus. is the gods, 
The gods, that make me so; and sure our love 
Will be the nobler, and the better bless'd, 
In that the secret justice of the gods 
Is mingled with it. Let us leave and part, 8 
Lest some unwelcome guest should fall betwixt. 
Phi. Twill be ill 
I should abide here long. 
Are. Tis true, and worse 
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You Should come often. How $hall we devise J T 
To hold intelligence, that our true loves, 

On any new occasion, may agree, 
What path 1s best to tread ? 4 


Phi. J have a boy, 
Sent by the gods, I hope, to this intent, 
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Not yet seen in the court. Hunting the buck, 

I found him sitting by a fountain-side, 
Of which he borrrow'd some to quench his thirst, 360 W 
And paid the nymph again as much in tears. Tt 


f | : Aa J. PHILASTER, 25 
A garland lay by him, made by himself, 
Of many several flowers, bred in the bay, 
Stuck in that mystic order, that the rareness 
Delighted me; but ever when he turned 
His tender eyes upon them, he would weep, 
As if he meant to make them grow again. 
Seeing such pretty helpless innocence 
Z Dwell in his face, I ask'd him all his story; 
He told me, that his parents gentle dy'd, 
I 3 Leaving him to the mercy of the fields, 
Which gave him roots; and of the crystal springs, 
E 4 Which did not stop their courses; and the sun, 
Which still, he thank'd him, yielded him his light; 
Then took he up his garland, and did shew | 
What every flower, as country people hold, 
| ; Did signify; and how all, ordered thus, 
XX Express'd his grief; and to my thoughts did read 
; 5 The prettiest lecture of his country art | 
3 That could be wish'd ; so that, methought, I could 380 
Have studied it. I gladly entertain'd him, 
3 3 Who was as glad to follow; and have got 
Ihe trustiest, loving'st, and the gentlest boy, 
That ever master kept. Him will I send 
/ To wait on you, and bear our hidden love. | 
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: Enter Lady. 

a Are. *Tis well; no more. 
Lady. Madam, the prince is come to do you service. | 
Are. What will you do, Philaster, with yourself ? | 
Dear, hide thyself. Bring in the prince. 
\ Phi, Hide me from Pharamond ! f 
360 When thunder speaks, which is the voice of love, 

Though I do reverence, yet I hide me not. 
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Are. Then, good Philaster, give him scope and way 
In what he says; for he is apt to speak 
What you are loth to hear. For my sake do. 

Phi, I will, 


Enter PHARAMOND. 


Pha. My princely mistress, as true lovers ought, 
I come to kiss these fair hands; and to shew, 
In outward ceremonies, the dear love 
Writ in my heart. 400 
Phi, If I shall have an answer no directlier, 
I am gone. 
Pha. To what would he have an answer ? 
Are. To his claim unto the kingdom. 
Pha, I did forbear you, sir, before the king. 
Phi. Good sir, do so still; I would not talk with you. 
Pha. But now the time 1s fitter. 
Phi. Pharamond, 
IT loath to brawl with such a blast as thou, 
Who art nought but a valiant voice. But if 
Thou shalt provoke me further, men will say, 
Thou wert, and not lament it. 
Pha. Do you slight | 
My greatness so, and in the chamber of the princess? 
Phi, It is a place, to which I must confess, 
I owe a reverence; but were't the church, 
Ay, at the altar, there's no place so safe, 
Where thou dar'st injure me, but I dare punish thee. 
« Farewell.” | [ Exit. 
Pha. Insolent boaster ! offer but to mention 420 
Thy right to any kingdom 
Are. Let him go; 
He is not worth your care. 


KY 
$5 


it. 
20 


Aa Il. PHILASTER. 2- 


Pha. My Arethusa | 


? I hope our hearts are knit; and yet so slow 


State ceremonies are, it may be long 
Before our hands be so. If then you please 
Being agreed in heart, let us not wait 


For pomp and circumstance, but solemnize 


A private nuptial, and anticipate 


Delights, and so foretaste our joys to come. 


Are. My father, sir, is all in all to me; 

Nor can I give my fancy or my will 

More scope than he shall warrant. When he bids 

My eye look up to Pharamond for lord, 

I know my duty ; but, rill then, farewell. [ Exit. 
Pha. Nay, but there's more in this—some happier man; 


Perhaps Philaster———"Sdeath ! let me not think on't— 
She must be watch'd—He too must be ta'en care of, 


Or all my hopes of her and empire rest 440 
= Upon a sandy bottom lf she means 
= To wed me, well; if not, I swear revenge. [ Exit, 


ACT II. SCENE I. 


. — — ͤ— 


An Apartment in the Palace, Enter PHILASTER and 


3 BELLARIO. 


| Philaster. 


{Ao thou shalt find her honourable, boy; 
Full of regard unto thy tender youth. 
3 For thine own modesty, and for my sake, 
Apter to give than thou wilt be to ask, 
Ay, or deserve. . 
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Bel. Sir, you did take me up 
When I was nothing ; and only yet am something 
By being yours. You trusted me, unknown; 
And that which you are apt to construe now 
A simple innocence in me, perhaps 
Might have been craft, the cunning of a boy 
Harden'd in lies and theft ; yet ventur'd you 
To part my miseries and me ; for which 
I never can expect to serve a lady, 
That bears more honour in her breast than you. 
Phi. But, boy, it will prefer thee; thou art young, 
And bear'st a childish, overflowing love 
To them that clap thy cheeks, and speak thee fair. 
But when thy judgment comes to rule those passions, 
Thou wilt remember best those careful friends 
That plac'd thee in the noblest way of life. 
She is a princess I prefer thee to. 
Bel. In that small time that I have seen the world, 
I never knew a man hasty to part with 
A servant he thought trusty. I remember, 
My father would prefer the boys he kept 
To greater men than he; but did it not 
Till they were grown too saucy for himself. 
Phi. Why, gentle boy, I find no fault at all 
In thy behaviour. 
Bel. Sir, if I have made 
A fault of ignorance, instruct my youth; 
I shall be willing, if not apt, to learn: 
Age and experience will adorn my mind 
With larger knowledge; and if I have done 
A wiltul fault, think me not past all hope 
For once. What master holds so strict a hand 
Over his boy, that he will part with him 
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| | Without one warning? Let me be corrected, 
o break my stubbornness, if it be so, 
Rather than turn me off, and I shall mend. 


Phi. Thy love doth plead so prettily to stay, 


That, trust me, I could weep to part with thee. 
Alas, I do not turn thee off! thou know'st, 
It is my business that doth call thee hence; 
And when thou art with her, thou dwell'st with me. 
Think so, and 'tis so; and when time is full, 
That thou hast well discharg'd this heavy trust, 
| Laid on so weak a one, I will again 
| With joy receive thee ; as I live, I will. 
© Nay, weep not, gentle boy; 'tis more than time 
Z Thou didst attend the princess. 


Bel. I am gone. 


2 But since I am to part with you, my lord, 


And none knows whether I shall live to do 


More service for you, take this little prayer: 

| Hear n bless your loves, your fights, all your designs; 
: N sick men, if they have your wish, be well; 
And Heav'n hate those your curse, tho' I be one. 
= Phi, The love of boys unto their lords is strange! 
I have read wonders of it: yet this boy, 
For my sake, if a man may judge by looks 
And speech, would out- do story. I may see 
A day to pay him for his loyalty. 
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[ Exit . 
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[ Exit, 


SCENE II. 


Lady. 
Are. Where's the boy? Where's Bellario? 
Lady. Within, madam. 


= Changes to ARETHUSA's Apartment. Enter ARETHUSA and 4 
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30 
Are. Gave you him gold to buy him clothes ? 
Lady. I did. 

Are. And has he done't ? 
Lady. Madam, not yet. 
Are. Tis a pretty, sad talking boy, is it not? 


Enter GALATEA. 


Oh, you are welcome ! What good news ? 
Gal. As good as any one can tell your grace, 
That says she has done that you would have wish'd. 
Are. Hast thou discover'd then? 
Gal. I have. Your prince, 
Brave Pharamond's disloyal. 
Are. And with whom ? 
Gal. Ev'n with the lady we suspect; with Megra. | 
« Are. Oh, where! and when? 80 
* Gal. I can discover all.” 
Are. The king shall know this; and if destiny, 
To whom we dare not say, it shall not be, 
Have not decreed it so in lasting leaves, 
Whose smallest characters were never chang'd, 
This hated match with Pharamond shall break. 
Run back into the presence, mingle there 
Again with other ladies; leave the rest 


To me. [Exit Gal. 
Where's the boy ? 

Lady. Within, madam. 

Are. Go, call him hither. [Exit lady, 


Enter BELLAR10. 


Why art thou ever melancholy, sir? 
You are sad to change your service. Is't not so? 
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Bel. Madam, I have not chang*d; I wait on you, 


To do him service. 
Are. Thou disclaim'st in me. 


; Tell me, Bellario ; thou canst sing and play? 


Bel. If grief will give me leave, madam, I can. 
Are. Alas! what kind of grief can thy years know? 100 


: Had'st a cross master when thou went'st to school? 
Thou art not capable of other grief. 
Thy brows and cheeks are smooth as waters be, 


When no breath troubles them. Believe me, boy, 


Care seeks out wrinkled brows, and hollow eyes, 
And builds himself caves to abide in them. 
= Come, sir, tell me truly, does your lord love me ? 


Bel. Love, madam, I know not what it is. 

Are. Canst thou know grief, and never yet knew'st love? 
ZThou art deceiv'd, boy. Does he speak of me, 

As if he wish'd me well! 

Bel. If it be love, 


Fro forget all respect of his own friends, 
L 5 thinking on your face; if it be love, 


o sit cross-arm'd, and sigh away the day, 


| Mingled with starts, crying your name as loud 


And hastily as men i'the streets do fire? 

If it be love, to weep himself away, 

W hen he but hears of any lady dead, 

Or kill'd, because it might have been your chance; 120 


| If, when he goes to rest (which will not be), 
ZTwixt ev'ry pray'r he says he names you once, 


As others drop a bead, be to be in love, 


Then, madam, I dare swear he loves you. 
Are. Oh! 


Lou are a cunning boy, taught to deceive 


| 1 or your lord's credit. But thou know'st, a falsehood 
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That bears this sound, is welcomer to me 
Than any truth, that says he loves me not. 
Lead the way, boy. Do you attend me too; 


"Tis thy lord's business hasses me thus. Away. [ Exeunt, 


SCENE III. 


Changes to another Apartment in the Palace. Enter MEG a, 


and PHARAMOND. 


Meg. What then am I? A poor neglected stale! 
Have I then been an idle toying she, 
To fool away an hour or two withal, 
And then thrown by for ever ? 

Pha. Nay, have patience. 

Meg. Patience! I shall go mad! Why, I shall be 
A mark for all the pages of the court 
To spend their wit upon. 

Pha. It shall not be. 
She whose dishonour is not known abroad, 
Is not at all dishonour'd. | 

Meg. Not dishonour'd ! 
Have we then been so chary of our fame, 
So cautious, think you, in our course of love, 
No blot of calumny has fall'n upon it ? Say, 
What charm has veiPd suspicion's hundred eyes, 
And who $hall stop the cruel hand of scorn ? 

Pha. Cease your complaints, reproachful and unkind ! 
What could I do? Obedience to my father, 
My country's good, my plighted faith, my fame, 
Each circumstance of state and duty, ask'd 
The tender of my hand to Arethusa. 

Meg. Talk not of Arethusa ! She, I know, 


140 


A "Te" > a: " A A 4 ** 
P a, A RS 
» — wt tg 1 * 
4 4 « * 
g 1 
=_ 
; = 
5 


1 g 1 
* Es SEE 3 WOE” Fe ly 
c mn 


my 44 1 © DA 


2 l. PHILASTER. 33 
would fain get rid of her most precious bargain. 
**X che is for softer dalliance ; she has got 
A cherub, a young Hylas, an Adonis! 
. X Pha. What mean you? 
: Meg. She, good faith, has her Bellario! 
A boy—about eighteen—a pretty boy! 160 
Why this is he that must, when you are wed, 
Sit by your pillow, like a young Apollo, 
, 5 Sing, play upon the lute, with hand and voice 

Binding your thoughts in sleep. She does provide him 

3 For you, and for herself. 

* Pha. Injurious Megra ! 

Z Oh! add not shame to shame! To rob a lady 

J Of her good name thus is an heinous sin, 

Not to be pardon'd: yet, though false as hell, 

will never be redeem'd, if it be sown 
Amongst the people, fruitful to increase 
All evil they shall hear. 

40 +] Meg. It shall be known: 

Z Nay, more, by Heav'n, *tis true! a thousand things 
Speak it beyond all contradiction true. | 
{ Observe how brave she keeps him: how he stands | N 
For ever at her beck. There's not an hour, 
Sacred howe'er to female privacy, | 
1 But he's admitted; and in open court, 

Their tell-tale eyes hold soft discourse together. 180 
Why, why is all this? Think you she's content 
Jo look upon him? _ 

Pha. Make it but appear, 
That she has play'd the wanton with this stripling, 
All Spain, as well as Sicily, shall know 
Her foul dishonour. I'll disgrace her first, ; 
Then leave her to her shame. 
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Meg. You are resolv'd ? 

Pha. Most constantly. 

Meg. The rest remains with me. 
I will produce such proofs, that she shall know 
I did not leave our country, and degrade 
Our Spanish honour and nobility, 
To stand a mean attendant in her chamber, 
With hoodwink'd eyes, and finger on my lips. 
What I have seen, I'll speak; what known, proclaim ; 
Her story shall be general as the wind, 
And fly as far. I will about it straight. 


Expect news from me, Pharamond, Farewell. [ Exit, 
Pha. True or not true, one way J like this well; 
For I suspect the princess loves me not. 201 


If Megra's charge prove malice, her own ruin 
Must follow, and I'm quit of her for ever. 

But if she makes suspicions truths; or if, 
Which were as deep confusion, Arethusa 
Disdain'd our proffer'd union, and Philaster 
Stand foremost in her heart, let Megra's charge 
Wear but the semblance and the garb of truth, 
They shall afford me measure of revenge. 

I will look on with an indifferent eye, 

Prepar'd for either fortune; or to wed, 

If she prove faithful, or repulse her sham'd. [ Exit, 


SCENE IF. 


The presence Chamber. Enter Dion, CLEREMONT, TrraAs1- 
LINE, MEOGRA, and GALATEA. 


Dion. Come, ladies, shall we talk a round? 
Gal. Tis late. 
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; } | Meg. "Tis all - 
My eyes will do, to lead me to my bed. 


Enter PHARAMOND. 


ra. The Prince! 
* Pha. Not a- bed, ladies! You're good sitters up. 
What think you of a pleasant dream, to last 


Till morning? 220 
2 


Enter ARETHUSA and BELLARIO. 


* 3 
„ — w "IRS PT. 
* 1 


* Are. Tis well, my lord; you're courting of ladies, 

: Is't not late, gentlemen ? 

; Cler. Yes, madam. 

Atte. Wait you there. [ Exit Arethusa. 

| Meg. She's jealous, as I live! Look you, my lord, 
* The princess has a boy. 

; Pha. His form 1s angel-like. 

Dion. Serves he the princess? 

Lt Thra. Yes. 

Dion. Tis a sweet boy. 

* Pha. Ladies all, good rest. I mean to kill a buck 

To- morrow morning, ere you've done your dreams. 


| 
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: | [ Exit Phar, | 
Meg. All happiness attend your grace. Gentlemen, good | 
: rest. 

Gal, All good night. [ Exeunt Gal. and Meg. 


Dion. May your dreams be true to you. 
| What shall we do, gallants ? *Tis late. The king 


| : | Is up Still. See, he comes, and Arethusa 
; With him. 


Enter KING, AR ETHUSsA, and Guard. 


King. Look your intelligence be true. 
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Are. Upon my life it is. And I do hope 240 
Your highness will not tie me to a man, 
That in the heat of wooing throws me off, 
And takes another. 

Dion. What should this mean? 

King. If it be true, 
That lady had much better have embrac'd 
Cureless diseases. Get you to your rest. 

[ Exeunt Are. and Bel. 

You shall be righted. Gentlemen, draw near. 
Haste, some of you, and cunningly discover 
If Megra be in her lodging. 

Cler. Sir, 
She parted hence but now, with other ladies. 

King. I would speak with her. 

Dion. She's here, my lord. 


Enter MEGRA. 


King. Now, lady of honour, where's your honour now ? ; 


No man can fit your palate but the prince. 
Thou troubled sea of sin; thou wilderness, 
Inhabited by wild affections, tell me, 
Had you none to pull on with your courtesies 
But he that must be mine, and wrong my daughter? 260 
By all the gods ! all these, and all the court 
Shall hoot thee, and break scurvy jests upon thee, 
Make ribald rhimes, and sear thy name on walls. 

Meg. 1 dare, my lord, your hootings and your clamours, 
Your private whispers, and your broader fleerings, 
Can no more vex my soul, than this base carriage, 


The poor destruction of a lady's honour, 4 


The publishing the weakness of a woman. 
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But I have vengearice yet in store for some, 
Shall, in the utinost scorn you can have of me, 
© Be joy and nourishment. 


King. What means the wanton ? 


D' ye glory in your shame? 


Meg. I will have fellows, | 


; Such fellows in't, as shall make noble mirth. 
9 The princess, your dear daughter, shall stand by me, 
On walls, and sung in ballads, any thing. 


King. My daughter! 
Meg. Ves, your daughter, Arethusa, 


I The glory of your Sicily, which 1, 280 
A stranger to your kingdom, laugh to scorn. 


$ | know her shame, and will discover all; 


8 


1 Nay, will dishonour her. I know the boy 


She keeps, a handsome boy, about eighteen ; 

% Know what she does with him, and where, and when.” 
cone, sir, you put me to a woman's s madness, 

The glory of a fury. 

King. What boy's this ? 

Meg. Alas, good- minded prince! 

Vou know not these things: I will make them plain. 

I will not fall alone: what I have known 


DID 


Shall be as public as a print: all tongues 


Shall speak it, as they do the language they 


Are born in, as free and commonly: I'll set it 
© Like a prodigious star, for all to gaze at; 
And that so high and glowing, other realms, 

| - Foreign and far, shall read it there; and then 


2 Behold the fall of your fair princess too. [ Exit. 
King. Has she a boy ? 
* Cler. So, please your grace, I've seen 300 
A boy wait on her, a fair boy. 
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King. Away ; I'd be alone. Go, get you to your quar. 
ters. [ Exeunt, | 


Manet KING. 


You gods, I see, that who unrighteously 
Ho ds wealth or state from others, shall be curst 
In that which meaner men are blest withal : 

Ages to come $hall know no male of him 


Left to inherit, and his name shall be f 


Blotted from earth. If he have any child, 

It shall be crossly match'd. The gods themselves 
Shall sow wild strife between her lord and her; 310 
Or she shall prove his curse who gave her being. 
Gods ! if it be your wills But how can I 

Look to be heard of gods, who must be just, 
Praying upon the ground I hold by wrong ? 


— 
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ACT III. SCENE I. 


The Court, Enter PHILASTER. 


Philaster. 


On, that I had a sea 

Within my breast, to quench the fire I feel ! 
More circumstances will but fan this fire. 

It more afflicts me now, to know by whom 
This deed is done, than simply that *tis done. 
Woman, frail sex ! the winds that are let loose 
From the four several corners of the earth, 
And spread themselves all over sea and land, 
Kiss not a chaste one! Taken with her boy! 
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I. 
I's g oh, that, like beasts, we could not grieve ourselves 
. with what we see not! Bulls and rams will fight 


E n 


Jo keep their females standing in their sight; 
But take em from them, and you take at once 
Their spleens away; and they will fall again 
Unto their pastures, growing fresh and fat; 
And taste the waters of the springs as sweet 
As *twas before, finding no start in sleep. 

But miserable man — See, see, you gods, 

[ Seeing Bellario at a distance. | 
| He walks $till! and the face you let him wear | 
When he was innocent, is still the same, +. 
Not blasted. Is this justice? Do you mean 
To intrap mortality, that you allow 
* Treason to smooth a brow ? 
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Enter BELLAR10. 


t | cannot now 
© Think he is guilty, 
Bel. Health to you, my lord ! 
The princess doth commend her love, her life, 
And this unto you. | [ Gives a letter. 
Phi. Oh, Bellario ! | 
Now I perceive she loves me; she does shew it 
In loving thee, my boy; sh'as made thee brave. 
Bel. My lord, she has attired me past my wish, 
Past my desert; more fit for her attendant, 
> Though far unfit for me, who do attend. 
* Phi, Thou art grown courtly, boy. O, let all women, | 
Reads. = 


| That love black deeds, learn to dissemble here 
Here, by this paper she does write to me, 
As if her heart were mines of adamant 
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To all the world besides; but, unto me 
A maiden snow that melted with my looks. 
Tell me, my boy, how doth the princess use thee ? 
For I shall guess her love to me by that. 
Bel. Scarce like her servant, but as if I were 
Something allied to her, or had presery'd 
Her life three times by my fidelity : 
As mothers fond do use their only sons; 
As I'd use one that's left unto my trust, 
For whom my life should pay, if he met harm; 
So she does use me. 
Phi. Why, this is wondrous well : 
But what kind language does she feed thee with? 


Bel. Why, she does tell me, she will trust my youth 


With all her loving secrets; and does call me 
Her pretty servant; bids me weep no more 
For leaving you; $he'll see my services 
Rewarded; and such words of that soft strain, 
That I am nearer weeping when she ends 
Than ere she spake. 

Phi. This is much better still. 

Bel. Are you not ill, my lord? 

Phi. III! No, Bellario. 

Bel. Methinks your words 
Fall not from off your tongue so evenly, 
Nor is there in your looks that quietness, 
That I was wont to see. 

Phi. Thou art deceiv'd, boy: 
And she strokes thy head ? 

Bel. Ves. | 

Phi. And does clap thy cheeks ? 

Bel. She does, my lord. 

Phi, And she does kiss thee, boy ? ha! 
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Bel. How, my lord ! 
Phi. She kisses thee ? 
Bel. Not so, my lord. 
Phi. Come, come, 1 know she does. 
Bel. No, by my lite. 
* Phi. Why, then, she does not love me. Come, She does, 
I bade her do it; I charg'd her by all charms 
Of love between us, by the hope of peace 
b We should enjoy, to yield thee all delights. 80 
4 Tell me, gentle boy, 
ls she not past compare? Is not her breath 
gycet as Arabian winds, when fruits are ripe? 
© Is she not all a lasting mine of joy? 
Bel. Ay, now I see why my disturbed thoughts 
4 Were so perplex*'d. When first I went to her, 
* My heart held augury ; you are abus'd ; 
I Some villain has abus'd you: I do see 
Z Whereto you tend. Fall rocks upon his head, 
That put this to you! *tis some subtle train, 
* To bring that noble frame of yours to nought. 
: Phi. Thou think'st I will be angry with thee ; come, 
Thou shalt know all my drift: I hate her more 
: Than I love-happiness ; and plac'd thee there, 
Io pry with narrow eyes into her deeds. 
I Hast thou discover'd ? Is she fall'n to lust, 
As I would wish her? Speak some comfort to me. 
3 Bel. My lord, you did mistake the boy you sent ; 
Had she a sin that way, hid from the world, 
1 Beyond the name of sin, I would not aid 100 
= Her base desires; but what I came to know 
As servant to her, I would not reveal, 
To make my life last ages. 
* Phi. Oh, my heart! 
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This is a salve worse than the main disease. 
Tell me thy thoughts ; for I will know the least 
That dwells within thee, or will rip thy heart 
To know it; I will see thy thoughts as plain 
As I do now thy face. | 

Bel. Why, so you do. 
She is (for ought I know) by all the gods, 
As chaste as ice; but were she foul as hell, 
And I did know it thus, the breath of kings, 
The points of swords, tortures, nor bulls of brass, 
Should draw it from me, 

Phi. Then it is no time 
To dally with thee; I will take thy life, 

For I do hate thee ; I cou'd curse thee now. 

Bel. If you do hate, you could not curse me worse; 
The gods have not a punishment in store 
Greater for me, than is your hate. 

Phi. Fie, fie! 

So young and so dissembling ! Tell me when 
And where thou didst possess her, or let plagues 
Fall on me strait, if I destroy thee not! 

Bel. Heav'n knows, I never did: and when I lie 
To save my life, may I live long and loath'd ! 
Hew me asunder, and, whilst I can think, 

I'll love those pieces you have cut away 
Better than those that grow; and kiss those limbs, 
Because you made them so. 
Phi. Fear'st thou not death? 
Can boys contemn that ? 

Bel. Oh, what boy is he 
Can be content to live to be a man, 

That sees the best of men thus passionate, 
Thus without reason? 
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Phi. Oh, but thou dost not know 


What 'tis to die. 


Bel. Yes, I do know, my lord; 


is less than to be born; a lasting sleep, 


A quiet resting from all jealousy ; 
A thing we all pursue : I know, besides, 
It is but giving over of a game 
That must be lost. 
Phi. But there are pains, false boy, 
For perjur'd souls: think but on these, and then 


Thy heart will melt, and thou wilt utter all. 


Bel. May they fall all upon me whilst J live, 
If I be perjur'd, or have ever thought 
Of that you charge me with! If I be false, 
Send me to suffer in those punishments 
Vou speak of; kill me. 

Phi, Oh, what shou'd 1 do? 


Why, who can but believe him? He does swear 
So carnestly, that if it were not true, 

The gods would not endure him. Rise, Bellario : 
Thy protestations are so deep, and thou 


Dost look so truly, when thou utterest them, 
That though I Knew 'em false, as were my hopes, 
cannot urge thee further: but thou wert 

To blame to injure me, for I must love 

Thy honest looks, and take no vengeance on 
Thy tender youth. A love from me to thee 

Is firm whate'er thou dost. It troubles me, 
That I have call'd the blood out of thy cheeks, 
That did so well become them. But, good boy, 
Let me not see thee more: something is done, 
That will distra& me, that will make me mad, 
If I behold thee ; if thou tender'st me, 

Let me not see thee. 
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Bel. I will fly as far 

As there is morning, cre | give distaste 

To that most honour'd mind. But through these tears, 

Shed at my hopeless parting, I can see 

A world of treason practis'd upon you, 

And her, and me. Farewell, for evermore ! 

If you shall hear, that sorrow struck me dead, 

And after find me loyal, let there be 180 

A tear shed from you in my memory, 

And I shall rest at peace. [ Exit Bel. 
Phi. Blessing be with thee, 

Whatever thou deserv*st ! Oh, where shall I 

Ease my breaking heart? Nature, too unkind, 


That gave no medicine for a troubled mind ! [ Exit, | 


— 


SCENE II. 


ARETHUSA's Apartment. Enter ARETHUSA. 


Are. I marvel, my boy comes not back again. 
But that I know my love will question him 
Over and over; how I slept, wak'd, talk'd ! 
How I remembered him, when his dear name 
Was last spoke! “ and how, when I sigh'd, wept, sung,“ 
And ten thousand such! I should be angry at his stay. 


Enter KING. 


King. What, at your meditations ! Who attends you? 
Are. None but my single self; I need no guard; 
I do no wrong, nor fear none. 
King. Tell we, have you not a boy ? 
Are. Ves, sir. | 


King. What kind of boy ? 
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Are. A page, a waiting-boy. 
King. A handsome boy ? FRE 
Are. 1 think he be not ugly ; 


well qualified, and dutiful, I know him; 
I took him not for beauty. 


King. He speaks, and sings, and plays? 

Are. Ves, sir. 

King. About eighteen ? 

Are. I never ask'd his age. 

King. Is he full of service:? * 

Are. By your pardon, why do you ask ? 

King. Put him away. 

Are. Sir | 

King. Put him away ; *has done you that good service 


> Shames me to speak of, 


Are. Good sir, let me understand you. 
King. If you fear me, 


Shew it in duty; put away that boy. 


Are. Let me have reason for it, sir, and then 


Four will is my command. 


King. Do you not blush to ask it? Cast him off, 


Or I shall do the same to you. You're one 220 
; « Shame with me, and so near unto myself, 

= © That,” by my life, I dare not tell myself 

* What you have done. 


Are. What have I done, my lord ? 
King. Understand me well; 


There be foul whispers stirring Cast him off, 
And suddenly do it. Farewell, . Enn. 


Are. Where may a maiden live securely free, 


f Keeping her honour safe? Not with the living: 
1 They feed upon opinions, errors, dreams, 
And make 'em truths. They draw a nourishment 


46 PHILASTER. AX Ill, ; 


Out of defamings, grow upon disgraces, 

And when they see a virtue fortified 

Strongly above the battery of their tongues, 
Oh, how they cast to sink it; and defeated 
(Soul-sick with poison) strike the monuments 
Where noble names lie sleeping! 


Enter PRHILAST ER. 


Phi. Peace to your fairest thoughts, my dearest mistress | 


Are. Oh, my dear servant, I have a war within me. 


Phi. He must be more than man, that makes these crystal: ; 
241 


Run into rivers. Sweetest fair, the cause? 
And as I am your slave, tied to your goodness, 
« Your creature made again from what I was, 
« And newly spirited,“ I'll right your honours, 

Are. Oh, my best love ; that boy ! 

Phi. What boy ? 

Are. The pretty boy you gave me 

Phi. What of him ? 

Are. Must be no more mine. 

Phi. Why? 

Are. They are jealous of him. 

Phi, Jealous ! who ? 

Are. The king. 

Phi, Oh, my fortune ! 
Then 'tis no idle jealousy. Let him go. 

Are. Oh, cruel, 
Are you hard-hearted too? Who shall now tell you, 
How much I lov'd you? Who shall swear it to you, 
And weep the tears I send? Who shall now bring you 
Letters, rings, bracelets, lose his health in service? 
Wake tedious nights in stories of your praise ? 
* Who now $hall sing your crying elegies, 
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*Z: And strike a sad soul into senseless pictures, 
» And make them mourn ?” Who shall take up his lute, 
. And touch it, till he crown a silent sleep 
Upon my eye- lid, making me dream and cry, 
Oh, my dear, dear Philaster. 
* Phi, Oh, my heart! 
Would he had broken thee, that made thee know 
* ZThis lady was not loyal! Mistress, forget 
5! erne boy, I'll find thee a far better one. 
Are. Oh, never, never, such a boy again, 
tas, As my Bellario. 
241 1 Phi. Tis but your fond affection. 
Ae. With thee, my boy, farewell for ever 
All secrecy in servants: farewell faith, 
* all desire to do well for itself; 
Let all that shall succeed thee, for thy wrongs, 
=” and betray chaste love ! 


* Are. He was your boy ; you gave him to me, and 
| Fe loss of such must have a mourning for. 
> Phi, Oh, thou forgetful woman! 
Are. How, my lord ? 
Pbi. False Arethusa! 
Hast thou a med'cine to restore my wits, 
When I have lost 'em? If not, leave to talk, 
| And to do thus. 
Are. Do what, sir? «© Would you sleep?“ 
2 Phi. « For ever, Arethusa.” Oh, you gods ! 
* Give me a worthy patience ; have I stood 
| Kaked, alone, the shock of many fortunes ? 
260} Have I seen mischiefs numberless and mighty 
row like a sea upon me? Have I taken 
nger as stern as death into my bosom, 
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* Phi, And all this passion for a boy? 280 
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And flung it by? Do I live now like him, 

Under this tyrant king, that languishing 

Hears his sad bell, and sees his mourners ? Do I | 
Bear all this bravely, and must sink at length 300 
Under a woman's falshood ? Oh, that boy, | 
That cursed boy! None but a villain boy, 

To wrong me with! 


And laugh'd upon it, made it but a mirth, | 


Are. Nay, then I am betray'd ; | 


I feel the plot cast for my overthrow ; 


Oh, I am wretched ! b 


Phi. Now you may take that little right I have 
To this poor kingdom: give it to your boy! 
For I have no joy in it. Some far place 
Where never womankind durst set her foot, 
For bursting with her poisons, must I seek, 
And live to curse you: 
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There dig a cave, and preach to birds and beasts 

What woman is, and help to save them from you. 

How heav'n is in your eyes, but in your hearts 

More hell than hell has; how your tongues, like scorpions, 
Both heal and poison : how your thoughts are woven 
With thousand changes in one subtle web, 


And worn so by you. How that foolish man, | 
That reads the story of a woman's face, 320 


And dies believing it, is lost for ever. 
How all the good you have is but a shadow, 


I* th* morning with you, and at night behind you, 

Past and forgotten. How your vows are frost, 

Fast for a night, and with the next sun gone. 
How you are, being taken all together, 

A mere confusion, and so dead a chaos, 

That love cannot distinguich, These sad texts, 
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Let my command force thee to that, which shame 
Should do without it. If thou understoodst 
The loathed office thou hast undergone, 
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Till my last hour, I am bound to utter of you. 


So farewell all my woe, all my delight! Exit. 


Are. Be merciful, ye gods, and strike me dead. 
What way have I deserv'd this? Make my breast 
Transparent as pure crystal, that the world, 
Jealous of me, may see the foulest thought 
My heart holds. Where shall a woman turn her eyes, 
To find out constancy ? “ Save me,“ how = black,” 


Enter BELLAR1O. 


« And” guiltily, methinks, that boy looks now ! 

Oh, thou dissembler, that, before thou spak'st, 

Wert in thy cradle false! Sent to make lies, 

And betray innocents ; thy lord and thou 340 
May glory in the ashes of a maid 

FooPd by her passion; but the conquest is 

Nothing so great as wicked. Fly away, 


Why, thou wouldst hide thee under heaps of hills, 
Lest men should dig and find thee. 

Bel. Oh, what god, 
Angry with men, hath sent this strange disease 
Into the noblest minds? Madam, this grief 
You add unto me is no more than drops 
To seas, for which they are not seen to swell; 
My lord hath struck his anger through my heart, 
And let out all the hope of future joys; 
You need not bid me fly; I come to part, 
To take my latest leave. 
durst not run away in honesty, 
From such a lady, like a boy that stole, 
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Or made some grievous fault. Farewell! The gods 


Assist you in your suff' rings! Hasty time 361 
Reveal the truth to your abused lord, 

And mine; that he may know your worth! Whilst I 

Go seek out some forgotten place to die. [ Exeunt. | 


AQ IV, 


Are. Peace guide thee ! thou hast overthrown me once, 


Yet, if I had another heaven to lose, 
Thou, or another villain, with thy looks, 
Might talk me out of it. 


Enter a Lady. 


Lady. Madam, the king would hunt, and calls for 
You with earnestness. 
Are. J attend him. 
Diana, if thou canst rage with a maid, 
As with a man, let me discover thee 
Bathing, and turn me to a fearful hind, 
That I may die pursu'd by cruel hounds, 
And have my story written in my wounds. 


370 


5 — — — 


— 


ACT IV. SCENE T. 


—____—_p—_—_—_—— 
A Weood. Enter PHlLASTER. 


Philaster. 


On, that I had been nourish'd in these woods 
With milk of goats, and acorns, and not known 
The right of crowns, nor the dissembling trains 
Of women's looks; but digg'd myself a cave, 

«« Where, I, my fire, my cattle, and my bed, 

« Might have been shut together in one shed;“ 
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And then had taken me some mountain girl, 


Beaten with winds, chaste as the harden'd rocks 
Whereon she dwells ; that might have strew'd my bed 
With leaves and reeds, and with the skins of beasts 
Our neighbours ; “ and have borne at her big breasts 
« My large coarse issue!“ This had been a lite 


Free from vexation ! 


Enter BELL AR 10, 
Bel. Oh, wicked men ! 


An innocent may walk safe among beasts : 


Nothing assaults me here. See, my griev'd lord 
Looks as his soul were searching out the way 

To leave his body. Pardon me, that must 

Break thro? thy last command; for I must speak: 


Vou, that are griev'd, can pity; hear, my lord. 20 


* Phi, Is there a creature yet so miserable, 


That I can pity? 


Bel. Oh, my noble lord, 


by © View my strange fortune, and bestow on me, 


According to your bounty (if my service 


Can merit nothing) so much as may Serve 
= To keep that little piece I hold of life 


Prom cold and hunger. 


Phi. Is it thou? « Begone!” 


: Go, sell those misbeseeming clothes thou wear'st, 
And feed thyself with them. 


Bel. Alas! my lord, I can get nothing for them: 


j | The silly country people think *tis treason 
Jo touch such gay things. 


Phi. Now, by my life, this is 


: I 11 done, to vex me with thy sight; 


Thou' rt fall'n again to thy dissembling trade; 
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How $hould'st thou think to cozen me again? 
Remains there yet a plague untry'd for me? 
Ev*n so thou wept'st, and look*d'st, and spok'st, when first 
I took thee up: curse on the time! If thy 41 
Commanding tears can work on any other, 
Use thy old art, Ill not betray it. Which 
Way wilt thou take, that I may shun thee? for 
Thine eyes are poison unto mine; and 1 | 
Am loth to grow in rage. This way, or that way? 
Bel. Any will serve. But I will choose to have 
That path in chace which leads unto my grave. 
[ Exeunt severally, 


Enter Dio and the Weoodmen. 


Dion. This is the strangest sudden chance! You, wood- 
man — 50 

1:t Mood. My lord © Dion.“ 

Dion. Saw you a lady come this way on a sable horse stud- 
ded with stars of white? 

24 Wood. Was she not young“ and tall?“ 

Dion. Yes. Rode she to the wood, or to the plain? 

24 Wood. Faith, my lord, we saw none. 

[ Exeunt NM oodmen. 
Dion. Pox of your questions then ! 


Enter CLEREMONT. 


What, is she found ? 

Cle. Nor will be, I think. There's already a thousand 
fatherless tales amongst us: some say, her horse run away 
with her; some, a wolf pursued her; others, it was a plot 
to kill her, and that armed men were seen in the wood: but, 
questionless, she rode away willingly. 
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He gallop'd empty by; there is some treason ; 
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Enter KinG and T HRASILINE. 
King. Where is she? 


Cle. Sir, I cannot tell. 
King. How 1s that ? 


Sir, speak you where she is. 


Dion. Sir, I do not know. 

King. Vou have betray'd me, you have let me lose 
The jewel of my life. Go, bring her me, | 
And set her here before me; *tis the king 


Will have it so. Alas! what are we kings? 

EZ Why do you, gods, place us above the rest; 
To be serv'd, flatter*d, and ador'd, till we 

Z Believe we hold within our hands your thunder: 


And when we come to try the pow'r we have, 

There's not a leaf shakes at our threatenings, 

have sinn'd, *tis true, and here stand to be punish'd ; 
Yet would not thus be punish'd. 


Enter PHARAMOND and GALATEA. 


King. What, is she found? 80 
Pha. No, we have ta'en her horse. | 


= You, Galatea, rode with her into the wood; why left you her? 
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Gal. She did command me. 


King. You're all cunning to obey us for our hurt; 
But I will have her. 


Run all, disperse yourselves ; the man that finds her, 


| Or, (if she be kill'd) the traitor ; I'Il make him great. 


Pha. Come, let us seek. 
King. Each man a several way; here I myself [Exeunt. 
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SCENE IT. 


Another part of the Wood, Enter Ax ETRHUsA. 


Are. Where am I now? Feet, find me out a way, 
Without the counsel of my troubled head ; 
III follow you boldly about these woods, 
O'er mountains, thorough brambles, pits, and floods : 
Heaven, I hope, will ease me. I am sick. 


Enter BELLAR10. 


Bel. Vonder's my lady; heav'n knows, I want nothing, 
Because I do not wish to live; yet 1 
Will try her charity. O hear, you that have plenty, 
And from that flowing store drop some on dry ground: see, 
The lively red is gone to guard her heart ; [ She faints. 
I fear she faints. Madam, look up; she breathes not: 
Open once more those rosy twins, and send 
Unto my lord your latest farewell: oh, she stirs: 
How is it, madam ? Speak some comfort. 

Are. *Tis not gently done, 
To put me in a miserable life, 
And hold me there; I pray thee, let me go, 
I shall do best without thee; I am well. 


Enter PRILASTER. 


Phi. I am to blame to be so much in rage: 
PII tell her coolly, when and where I heard 110 
This killing truth. I will be temperate 
In speaking, and as just in hearing it. 
Oh, monstrous! [ Seeing them.] Tempt me not, ye gods! 
good gods, 
Tempt not a frail man! What's he, that has a heart, 
But he must ease it here ? 
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To be enrag'd, and hear me. 


Forgive my passion. Not the calmed sea, 
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Of basilisks, rather than trust the tongues 120 
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Bel. My lord, help the princess. 

Are, I am well, forbear. 

Phi. Let me love lightning, let me be embrac'd 
And kiss'd by scorpions, or adore the eyes 


Of hell-bred women! Some good gods look down, 
And shrink these veins up; stick me here a stone, 
Lasting to ages in the memory 
Of this damn'd a&t! Hear me, you wicked ones ! 
You have put hills of fire into this breast, 
Not to be quench'd with tears; for which may guilt 
Sit on your bosoms ! at your meals, and beds, 
Despair await you! What, before my face? 
Poison of asps between your lips! Diseases 
Be your best issues! Nature make a curse, 
And throw it on you! 

Are. Dear Philaster, leave 


Phi. I have done: 


ca” 4  Ga@a—_c td 


When Zolus locks up his windy brood, 
Is less disturb'd than I. I'll make you know it. . 
Dear Arethusa, do hut take this sword, f 
And search how temperate a heart I have; 
Then you, and this your boy, may live and reign 140 
In sin, without controul. Wilt thou, Bellario ? 
I pr ythee kill me; * thou art poor, and may'st 
* Nourish ambitious thoughts, when I am dead: 
This way were freer.*? 

Are. Kill you |! 

Bel. Not for a world, 

Phi, I blame not thee, 
Bellario; thou hast done but that which gods 
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Would have transform'd themselves to do! “ Begone, 
« Leave me without reply; this is the last = 
« Of all our meeting. Kill me with this sword! | 
« Be wise, or worse will follow; we are two 
« Earth cannot bear at once.“ Resolve to do, or suffer. 
Are. If my fortunes be so good to let me fall 
Upon thy hand, I shall have peace in death. 
Yet tell me this, will there be no slanders, 
No jealousies in the other world, no ill there ? 
Phi. None. 
Are. Shew me then the way. x 
Phi. Then guide 7 160 
My feeble hand, you that have pow'r to do it! * 
For I must perform a piece of justice, If your youth 
Have any way offended Heav'n, let pray'rs 
Short and effeCtual reconcile you to it. 


Enter a Country Fellow. 


Coun. I'll see the king if he be in the forest; I have hunt- 
ed him these two hours; if I should come home and not sce 1 
him, my sisters would laugh at me. There's a courtier with | 
his sword drawn, by this hand, upon a woman, I think. 1 

Are. 1 am prepar'd. ( 

Phi. Are you at peace ? 4 
Are. With Heav'n and earth. | Ea ( 

| 
( 
/ 
4 


1 
Phi. May they divide thy soul and body ! 5 
Coun, Hold, dastard ! offer to strike a woman! - 
| [ Preventing hin. 
Phi Leave us, good friend. ZE 
Are. What ill- bred man art thou, thus to intrude thyself 

«© Upon our private sports, our recreations?“ E 
Coun. I understand you not; but I know the knave would r 
have hurt you. | | 
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Phi. Pursue thy own affairs; it will be ill 


ro multiply blood upon my head, which thou wilt force me to. 


Coun. I know not your rhetoric; but I can lay it on, if 
you offer to touch the woman. 

Phi. Slave, take what thou deserv'st. [They fight. 

Are. Heav'ns guard my lord! 

Bel. Unmanner'd boor !—my lord ! — 


[ Interposing, is wounded. 
Phi. | hear the tread of people: I am hurt. 


: The gods take part against me, cou'd this boor 
| _ Bi held me thus? I must shift for life, 
EZ Though I do loath it. [Exit Phil. and Bel. 


Coun, I cannot follow the rogue. 


Enter PHARAMOND, Dion, CLERIMONT, THRASILINE, and 
YZ Woodman. 


Pha. What art thou ? | 
Coun. Almost kill'd I am for a foolich woman; a knave 


would have hurt her. 


Pha. The princess, gentlemen ! 
Dion. Tis above wonder! Who should dare do this? 


= Pha, Speak, villain, who would have hurt the princess? 

} Coun. Is it the princess? 

Dion. Ay. 

Y Coun. Then I have seen something yet. 

| 5 Pha. But who would have hurt her? 200 
© Coun, I told you, a rogue: I ne'er saw him before, I. 


| Pha. Madam, who was it? 
Are. Some dishonest wretch ; 


Alas! I know him not, and do forgive him. 


= Coun, He's hurt himself, and soundly too, he cannot go 
: ur; I made my father's old fox fly about his ears. 
Pha. How will you have me kill him? 0 


* 
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Are. Not at all. 
"Tis some distracted fellow, 
If you do take him, bring him quick to me, 


And I will study for a punishment, - We 
Great as his fault. W 
Pha. I will. I 
Are. But swear. Ar 
Pha. By all my love, I will: Sh 
Woodmen conduct the princess to the king, Ai 
And bear that wounded fellow unto dressing: W. 
Come, gentlemen, we'll follow the chase close. 61 
[Exeunt Are. Pha. Dion. Cle. Thra. and 18 Woodn, Sh 

Coun, I pray you, friend, let me see the king. 80 

24 Wood. That you shall, and receive thanks. 220 q 


Coun, If I get clear of this, I'll go see no more gay sights. Ha 
[ Exeunt, V0 


SCENE 111, M. 
52 i 
Another Part of the Wood, Enter BELLARIO, with a Scarf. | * 
Bel. Yes, I am hurt; and would to Heay'n it were W. 
A death's wound to me ! I am faint and weak It 
With loss of blood: my spirits ebb apace : lt 
A heaviness near death sits on my brow, T 
And I must sleep: bear me, thou gentle bank, 4 
For ever, if thou wilt; you sweet ones all, SW 
Let me unworthy press you : I cou'd wish, 25 
I rather were a corse strew'd over with you, Er 
Than quick above you. Dulness shuts mine eyes, W Bu 


And I am giddy.” Oh! that I could take 
So sound a sleep, that I might never wake. 
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Enter PHIL ASTER. 


Phi. J have done ill; my conscience calls me false. 


| What strike at her, that would not strike at me! 
I when I did fight, methought, I heard her pray 


© The gods to guard me. She may be abus'd, 


And I a loathed villain. If she be, 
* She'll not discover me; the slave has wounds, 
And cannot follow, neither knows he me. 
Who's this ? Bellario sleeping! If thou beest 240 
, Guilty, there is no justice that thy sleep 
Should be so sound; and mine, whom thou hast wrong'd, 
| 80 broken. 
N Bel. Who is there? My lord Philaster! [ 4 cry within. 


Hark! You are pursu'd ; fly, fly oy lord! and save 


Vourself. 


Phi. How's this ! would'st thou I should be safe? 
Bel. Else were it vain for me to live. Oh, seize, 
My lord, this offer'd means of your escape! 


The princess, I am sure, will ne*er reveal you; 

© They have no mark to know you, but your wounds; 
I, coming in betwixt the boor and you, 
Was wounded too. To stay the loss of blood 

I did bind on this scarf, which thus 

I tear away. Fly! and 'twill be believed 
I was I assaiPd the princess. 


Phi. O heavens ! 


What hast thou done ? Art thou then true to me ? 


Bel. Or let me perish loath'd ! Come, my good lord, 


Þ Creep in amongst those bushes. Who does know, 260 
hut that the gods may save your much-loy'd breath ? 


Phi, Oh, I shall die for grief! What wilt thou do ? 
Bel. Shift for myself well: peace, I hear em come! 


60 PHILASTER. 


Within. Follow, follow, follow ; that way they went. 
Bel. With my own wounds I'll bloody my own sword! 


T need not counterfeit to fall; Heav'n knows 
That I can stand no longer. | 


Enter PHARAMOND, Diox, CLEREMONT, THRASILINE, Oe. 


Pha. To this place we have track'd him by his blood, 


Cler. Yonder, my lord, creeps one away. 
Dion. Stay, sir, what are you? 


Bel. A wretched creature wounded in these woods 


By beasts ! relieve me, if your names be men, 
Or I $hall perish ! 

Dion. This is he, my lord, 
Upon my soul, assail'd her; 'tis the boy, 
That wicked boy, that serv'd her. 

Pha. Oh, thou wretch ! 
What cause could'st thou shape 
To hurt the princess ? 

Bel. Then I am betray'd. 

Dion. Betray'd ! No, apprehended. 

Bel. I confess, 
Urge it no more, that, big with evil thoughts, 
I set upon her, and did make my aim 
Her death. For charity, let fall at once 
The punishment you mean, and do not load 
This weary flesh with tortures ! 

Pha. I will know 
Who hir'd thee to this deed. 

Bel. My own revenge. 

Pha. Revenge! for what? 

Bel. It pleas'd her to receive 
Me as her page, and, when my fortune ebb'd, 


That men strid o'er them careless, she did shower 
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Her welcome graces on me, and did swell 
My fortunes, till they overflow'd their banks, 
© Threat'ning the men that crost em; when, as swift 
As storms arise at sea, she turn'd her eyes 
Jo burning suns upon me, and did dry 
c. | The streams she had bestow'd, leaving me worse, 300 
And more contemn'd than other little brooks, 
Because I had been great. In short, I knew 
I could not live, and therefore did desire 
Io die reveng'd. 
ö Pha. If tortures can be found, 
i Long as thy natural life, prepare to feel 
The utmost rigour. | 
| Cle. Help to lead him hence. 


F 6 


PHILASTER comes forth. 


© Phi, Turn back, you ravishers of innocence ! 
EF Know ye the price of that you bear away 
8 o rudely ? 

= Pha. Who's that? 

Dion. Tis the lord Philaster. 

” Phi. Tis not the treasure of all kings in one, 
The wealth of Tagus, nor the rocks of pearl! 

That pave the court of Neptune, can weigh down 

That virtue. It was I assail'd the princess. 

place me, some god, upon a pyramid, 

Higher than hills of earth, and lend a voice 
Loud as your thunder to me, that from thence 320 

I may discourse to all the under-world 

The worth that dwells in him! 

Pha, How's this ? 

Y Bel. My lord, some man 

© Weary of life, that would be glad to die. 
5 I 
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Phi. Leave these untimely courtesies, Bellario. 
Bel. Alas! he's mad; come, will you lead me on? 
Phi. By all the oaths that men ought most to keep, 
And gods do punish most when men do break, 
He touch'd her not. Take heed, Bellario, 
How thou dost drown the virtues thou hast shown, 
With perjury. By all that's good, *twas I, 


You know she stood betwixt me and my right. IT 
Pha. Thy own tongue be thy Judge. cc 
Cler. It was Philaster. Be 
Dion. Is't not a brave boy? E 5 

Well, sirs, I fear me, we are all deceiv'd. IT] 
Phi. Have I no friend here? _ IF 
Dion. Yes. * (3 
Phi. Then $shew it ; some 34 TI 

Good body lend a hand to draw us nearer. IT! 


Would you have tears shed for you when you die ? 

Then lay me gently on his neck, that there 

I may weep floods, [They lead him to Bellario] and breathe 
out my spirit; 

"Tis not the wealth of Plutus, nor the gold 

Lock'd in the heart of earth, can buy away 

This arm-full from me. You hard-hearted men, 

More stony than these mountains, can you see 

Such clear, pure blood drop, and not cut your flesh 

To stop his life? To bind whose bitter wounds, 

Queens ought to tear their hair, and with their tears 

Bathe them. Forgive me, thou that art the wealth EB 

Of poor Philaster ! 3H 


Enter KING, ARETHUSA, and à Guard. 


King. Is the villain ta'en ? W 
Pha, Sir, here be two confess the deed; but say it vu . 
Philaster. 
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Phi. Question it no more, it was. 
King. The fellow that did fight with him will tell us. 
Are. Ah, me! I know he will. 360 
King. Did not you know him ? 
Are. No, sir! if it was he, he was disguised. 
* Phi, I was so. Oh, my stars! that I should live still. 
* King. Thou ambitious fool! 
Thou, that hast laid a train for thy own life; 
% Now I do mean to do, I'll leave to talk.“ 
Bear him to prison. 
Are. Sir, they did plot together to take hence 
This harmless life; should it pass unreveng'd, 
I should to earth go weeping : grant me then 
(By all the love a father bears his child) | 
3% The custody of both, and to appoint 
Their tortures and their death. 
King. Tis granted: take them to you, with a guard. 
| Come, princely Pharamond, this business past, 
ithe We may with more security go on 
To your intended match. [ Exeunt. 


— — — 


ACT V. SCENE I. 
—— —— nn———————_—_— 


The Palace. Enter PHILASTER, ARETHUSA, and 
 _ BELLAR10. 


| « Arethusa. | 
Nax, dear Philaster, grieve not ! we are well ! 

Bel. Nay, good my lord, forbear; we are wond”rous 
| ; well. 
« Phi. Oh, Arethusa ! Oh, Bellario ! leave to be kind : 


- wt. 


I shall be shot from Heav'n, as now from earth, 
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« If you continue so. I am a man, 
« False to a pair of the most trusty ones 
« That ever earth bore. Can it bear us all? 
« Forgive, and leave me! but the king hath sent 
« To call me to my death; Oh, shew it me, 
« And then forget me. And for thee, my boy, 
« J shall deliver words will molify | 
The hearts of beasts, to spare thy innocence. Þ | 
« Bel. Alas, my lord, my life is not a thing 
« Worthy your noble thonghts ; *tis not a life, 
«« *Tis but a piece of childhood thrown away: ; 
« Should I outlive you, I should then outlive | 5 
« Virtue and honour ; and, when that day comes, 1 
If ever I should close these eyes but once, = 
% May live spotted for my perjury, 9 
« And waste my limbs to nothing! 20 
«« Are. And I (the woful'st mind that ever was, = 
« Forc'd with my hands to bring my lord to death) = -. 
« Do by the honour of a virgin swear, N 
% To tell no hours beyond it. . 
« Phi. Make me not hated so. BY 7 
« People will tear me, when they find you true © 
« To such a wretch as I: I shall die loath'd, 


« Enjoy your kingdoms peaceably, whilst I | 
« For ever sleep forgotten with my faults ; Wan, 
« Py'ry just servant, ev'ry maid in love, Att 
« Will have a piece of me, if you be true. 4 

Are. My dear lord, say not so. | To 

« Bel. A piece of you! : 7 
« He was not born of woman, that can cut BY +4 


« It and look on. 
% Phi. Take me in tears betwixt you; F: 
For else my heart will break with shame and sorrow. 1 


201 
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« Are. Why, tis well. 

«« Bel, Lament no more. 

« Phi, What would you have done 40 
If you had wrong' d me basely, and had found 

My life no price, compar'd to yours? For love, sirs, 

Deal with me plainly. 


LI 


* 


* 


« Bel, "Twas mistaken, sir. 
Phi. Why, if it were! 


« Bel. Then, sir, we would have ask'd your pardon, 


: Mes. Where's the king! 
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« Phi. And have hope to enjoy it? 


2 « Are. Enjoy it | ay. 
3 « Phi, Would you, indeed ? be plain. 


« Bel. We would, my lord. 

« Phi, Forgive me then, 

* Are. So, so. 

* Bel, Tis as it should be now. 


„ Phi, Lead to my death, [ Exeunt.?? 


1 — — 


SCENE II. 


Dye presence Chamber. Enter KI NG, Dion, CIEREMONr, 


and THRASILINE. 


Kling. Gentlemen, who saw the prince ? 

Cler. So please you, sir, he's gone to see the city, 
And the new platform, with some gentlemen 
; Attending on him. 


| King. Is the princess ready 


To bring her prisoner out? 60 


* Thra. She waits your grace. 


G King. Tell her we stay. 


Enter a Messenger. 


King, Here, 
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Mes. To your strength, O king, 
And rescue the prince Pharamond from danger; 
He's taken prisoner by the citizens, 
Fearing the lord Philaster. 


6% Enter another Messenger. 


« Mes. Arm, arm, O king, the city is in mutiny, 

« Led by an old grey ruffian, who comes on 

« Tn rescue of the lord Philaster. [ Exit,” 
King. Away to the citadel; I'll see them safe, 

And then cope with these burghers: let the guard 

And all the gentlemen give strong attendance. [ Exit, 
Cler. The city up! This was above our wishes | 


Dion. Well, my dear countrymen, if you continue, and fall Þ 


not back upon the first broken shin, I'Il have you chronicled, 


and chronicled, and cut and chronicled, and sung in all-to-be- | 
praised sonnets, and graved in new brave ballads, that al 
tongues shall troule you in gœcula seculorum, my kind can- 


carriers, 81 


Thra. What if a toy take them i' th? heels now, and they all 
run away, and cry, the devil take the hindmost ? 


Dion. Then the same devil take the foremost too, and 


souse him for his breakfast! „If they all prove cowards, 


«« my curses fly among them and be speeding! May they Þ 
„ have murrains reign to keep the gentlemen at home, un- 


bound in easy frieze! May the moths branch their velvets'! 
« May their false lights undo them, and discover presscs, 


« holes, stains, and oldness, in their stuffs, and make them 
% Shop-rid !*” May they keep whores and horses, and break; 
and live mewed up with necks of beef and turnips | May they 
have many children, and none like the father! May they! 


know no language but that gibberish they prattle to their 
parcels, unless it be the Gothic Latin they write in their 
bonds, and may they write that false, and lose their debts ! 


* 
1 * 
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Enter the King. 
King. Tis Philaster, 


N one but Philaster, must allay this heat; 
Fr hey will not hear me speak; but call me tyrant. 
; y daughter and Bellario too declare, 100 


Were he to die, that they would both die with him, 


Oh, run, dear friend, and bring the lord Philaster ; 


Speak him fair ; call him prince ; do him all 
The courtesy you can; commend me to him. 
I have already given orders for his liberty. 
Cler. My lord, he's here. 


Enter PHILASTER. 


* King. Oh, worthy sir, forgive me; © do not make 
% Your miseries and my faults meet together, 


To bring a greater danger. Be yourself, 


Still sound amongst diseases.“ I have wrong'd you 


And though I find it last, and beaten to it, 
Let first your goodness know it.” Calm the people, 


And be what you were born to: take you love, 
And with her my repentance, “ and my wishes, 


| % And all my pray'rs :” by th' gods, my heart speaks this: 


And if the least fall from me not perform'd, 


Ma be struck with thunder. 


Phi. Mighty sir, 


; | will not do your greatness so much wrong, 
3 As not to make your word truth ; free the princess 120 
And the poor boy, and let me stand the shock 


Yor this mad sea-breach, which I'll either turn 
Or perish with it. 


F 
I 
N 
; 


Ling. Let your own word free them, 
Phi. Then thus I take my leave, kissing your hand, 
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And hanging on your royal word: be kingly, 
And be not mov'd, sir; I shall bring you peace, 
Or never bring myselt back. 

King. All the gods go with thee. 


* * * 1 »„—— 1 — —— 


SCENE III. 


A Street in the City. Enter an old Captain and Citizens, with 
PHARAMOND, 


Cap. Come, my brave myrmidons, let us fall on, 
Let our caps swarm, my boys, 
And your nimble tongues forget your mothers? 
Gibberish of what you do lack, and set your mouths 
Up, children, till your palates fall frighted half a 
Fathom, past the cure of bay-salt and gross pepper, 
And then cry Philaster, brave Philaster, 


All. Philaster ! Philaster ! 
Cap. How do you like this, my lord prince ? 
Pha. I hear it with disdain, unterrified ? 


Yet sure humanity has not forsook you; 140 
You will not see me massacred, thus coolly butcher'd by 
numbers ? 


Enter PHILASTER. 


All. Long live Philaster, the brave prince Philaster ! 
Phi. I thank you, gentlemen ; but why are these 
Riide weapons brought abroad, to teach your hands 
Uncivil trades ? 
Cap. My royal Rosiclear, 
We are thy myrmidons, thy guard, thy roarers ; 
And when thy noble body 1s in durance, 
Thus we do clap our musty murrions on, 


140 
| by 


* 4 r 3 


Brave prince! brave prince! 
Cap. Go thy ways; thou art the king of courtesy : fall off 
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And trace the streets in terror. Is it peace, 
Thou Mars of men? Is the king sociable, 

And bids thee live? Art thou above thy foemen, 
And free as Phœbus? Speak; if not, this stand 
Of royal blood shall be a-broach, a-tilt, and run 


© Eyen to the lees of honour. 


Phi. Hold and be satisfied ; I am myself, 


S Free as my thaughts are; by the gods, I am. 


Cap. Art thou the dainty darling of the king ? 


Art thou the Hylas to our Hercules? 


Is the court navigable, and the presence stuck 


With flags of friendship? If not, we are thy castle, 
And this man sleeps. 


Phi. 1 am what I desire to be, your friend; 


Jam what I was born to be, your prince. 


Pha. Sir, there is some humanity in you; 
You have a noble soul; forget my name, 


And know my misery: set me safe aboard 


From these wild Cannibals, and, as I live, 


I'll quit this land for ever. 


Phi. I do pity you: friends, discharge your fears; 


Deliver me the prince, 

Good, my friends, go to your houses, and by me have 
:Your pardons, and my love; 

And know, there shall be nothing in my pow'r 

You may deserve, but you shall have your wishes. 


All, Long may'st thou live, brave prince! 


160 


[ Exeunt Phi. and Pha. 


again, my sweet youths; come, and every man trace to his 


house again, and hang his pewter up; then to the tavern, and 


bring your wives in muffs: we will have music, and the red 
rape shall make us dance, and rife, boys. [ Exeunt. 
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SCENE IF. 


Changes to the Court. Enter KinG, ARETHUSA, GALATEa, 
Makka, CLEREMONT, Dion, THRASILINE, BELLAR10, 
and Attendants. 


King. Is it appeas'd ? 

Dion. Sir, all is quiet as the dead of night, 
As peaceable as sleep. My lord Philaster 
Brings on the prince himself. 

King. Kind gentleman! 

I will not break the least word I have giv'n 
In promise to him. I have heap'd a world 


Of grief upon his head, which yet I hope 190 


To wash away. 


Enter PHILASTER and PHARAMOND. 


Cler. My lord is come. 
King. My son! 
Blest be the time that I have leave to call 
Such virtue mine! “Now thou art in mine arms, 
«« Methinks I have a salve unto my breast 
For all the stings that dwell there” streams of grief 
That I have wrong'd thee, and as much of joy 
That I repent it, issue from mine eyes: 
Let them appease thee ; take thy right; take her, 


She 1s thy right too, and forget to urge 210 


My vexed soul with that I did before. 

Phi. Sir, it is blotted from my memory, 
Past and forgotten: for you, prince of Spain, 
Whom I have thus redeem'd, you have full leave 
To make an honourable voyage home: 


0, 


190 


210 


and if you would go furnish'd to your realm 
ith fair provision, I do see a lady, 


Methinks, would gladly bear you company. 


Meg. Shall I then alone 
bc made the mark of obloquy and scorn ? 220 
Can shame remain perpetually in me, 
*And not in others ? Or have princes salves 
To cure ill names, that meaner people want ? 
* Phi. What mean you? 
Meg. You must get another ship 


T o bear the princess and the boy together. 


Dion. How now! 


Meg. I have already publish'd both their shames. 


T Ship us all four, my lord ; we can endure 


Weather and wind alike.“ 


King. Clear thou thyself, or know not me for father. 
Are. This earth, how false it is! What means is left 


For me to clear myself? It lies in your belief. 


My lord, believe me; and let all things else 


Struggle together to dishonour me. 


Bel. Oh, stop your ears, great king, that I may speak 


As freedom would: then I will call this lady 


As base as be her actions. Hear me, sir; 

Believe your heated blood when it rebels 

Against your reason, sooner than this lady. 240 
| Phi, This lady! I will sooner trust the wind 


With feathers, or the troubled sea with pearl, 
Than her with any thing: believe her not! 
Why, think you, if 1 did believe her words, 
I would outlive them? Honour cannot take 


Revenge on you; then what were to be known 


But death ? 


| King, Forget her, sir, since all is knit 
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Between us : but I must request of you 
One favour, and will sadly not be denied. 
Phi. Command, whate'er it be. 
King. Swear to be true 
To what you promise. 
Phi, By the Pow'rs above, 
Let it not be the death of her or him, 
And it is granted. 
King. Bear away the boy 
To torture, I will have her clear'd or buried, 
Phi. Oh, let me call my words back, worthy sir; 
Ask something else : bury my life and right 
In one poor grave; but do not take away 
My life and fame at once. 
King. Away with him, it stands irrevocable, 
Bel. Oh, kill me, gentlemen ! 
« Dion. No, help, sirs.“ 
Bel. Will you torture me ? 
King. Haste there; why stay you? 
Bel. Then I shall not break my vow, 
You know, just gods, though 1 discover all. 
King. How's that? Will he confess ? 
Dion. Sir, so he says. 
King. Spcak then. 
Bel. Great king, if you command 
This lord to talk with me alone, my tongue, 
Urg'd by my heart, shall utter all the thoughts 
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My youth hath known, and stranger things than these 


You hear not often. 
King. Walk aside with him. 


Dion. and Bel. walk aside together, 


Dion. Why speak'st thou not? 
Bel. Know you this face, my lord ? 
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Dion. No. 
Bel. Have you not seen it, nor the like? 


Dion. Yes, I have seen the like, but readily 
I know not where. 
Bel. I have been often told, 
In court, of one Euphrasia, a lady, 
And daughter to you; betwixt whom and me, 
They that would flatter my bad face, would swear 
There was such strange resemblance, that we two 
Could not be known asunder, drest alike. 
Dion. By Heav'n, and so there is. 
260 Bel. For her fair sake, 
> Who now doth spend the spring-time of her life 
In holy pilgrimage, move to the king, 
That I may 'scape this torture. 
Dion. But thou speak'st 
As like Euphrasia, as thou dost look. 
How came it to thy knowledge that she lives 
In pilgrimage? 
Bel. I know it not, my lord, 300 
But I have heard it, yet do scarce believe it. 
Dion. Oh, my shame, is it possible? Draw near, 
That I may gaze upon thee : art thou she? 
© Orelse her murderer :” Where wert thou born? 
Bel. In Syracusa. 
Dion. What's thy name ? 
Bel. Euphrasia. 
Dion. Tis just; 'tis she; now I do know thee: oh, 
That thou had'st died, and I had never seen FE 
Thee nor my shame. 
e, Bel. Would I had died, indeed! I wish it too; 
And so 1 must have done by vow, ere published 
What I have told; but that there was no means 
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To hide it longer ; yet I joy in this, 
The princess is all clear. 
King. What have you done ? 
Dion. All is discover'd ? 
Are. What is discover'd ? 
Dion. Why, my shame; 
It is a woman; let her speak the rest. 
Phi. How! that again. 
Dion. It is a woman. 


Phi. Blest be you pow'rs that favour innocence! 


It is a woman, sir! hark, gentlemen ! 
It is a woman. Arethusa, take 
My soul into thy breast, that would be gone 
With joy: it is a woman—thou art fair, 
And virtuous still to ages, *spight of malice. 
King. Speak you ; where lies his shame ? 
Bel. J am his daughter. 
Phi. The gods are just. 
But, Bellario, 
(For I must call thee still so) tell me, why 
Thou did'st conceal thy sex; it was a fault; 
A fault, Bellario, though thy other deeds ' 
Of truth outweigh'd it : all these jealousies 
Had flown to nothing, if thou had'st discover'd, 
What now we know. 
Bel. My father oft would speak 
Your worth and virtue, and, as I did grow 
More and more apprehensive, I did thirst 
To see the man so prais'd ; but yet all this 
Was but a maiden-longing, to be lost 
As soon as found; till, sitting in my window 
Printing my thoughts in lawn, I saw a god 
thought (but it was you) enter our gates; 


320 
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a My blood flew out, and back again as fast, 
9 As I had puff d it forth and suck'd it in 
Like breath; then was I call'd away in haste 
7 To entertain you. Never was a man, 
Heav'd from a sheep-cote to a sceptre, rais'd 
So high in thoughts as I; you left a kiss 
O Upon these lips then, which I mean to keep 
From you for ever; I did hear you talk, 
Far above singing: after you were gone, 
I grew acquainted with my heart, and search'd 
* What stirr'd it so: alas! I found it love; 
vet far from ill, for could I have but liv'd 
In presence of you, I had had my end; 
Por this I did delude my noble father 360 
With a feign'd pilgrimage, and dress'd myself 
la the habit of a boy; and, for I knew 
My birth no match for you, I was past hope 
Of having you: and understanding well 
That when I made discovery of my sex 


could not stay with you; I made a vow, 

By all the most religious things a maid 

Could call together, never to be known, 

Whilst there was hope to hide me from mens? eyes, 


For other than I seem'd, that I might ever 


Abide with you; then sat I by the fount, 


Where first you took me up. 


King. Search out a match 


Within our kingdom, where and when thou wilt, 


And | will pay thy dowry ; and thyselt 
Wilt well deserve him. 


Bel. Never, sir, will I 


Marry; it is a thing within my vow. 
| 2-1. I grieve such virtues should be laid in earth 
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Without an heir. Hear me, my royal father, 38 
Wrong not the freedom of our souls so much, 
To think to take revenge of that base woman: 
Her malice cannot hurt us; set her free 
As she was born, saving from shame and sin. 
King. Well! be it so. You, Pharamond, 
Shall have free passage, and a conduct home 
Worthy so great a prince; when you come there, 
Remember, *twas your faults that lost you her, 
And not my purpos'd will. 
Pha. I do confess it ; 
And let this confession 
Spread an oblivion o'er my follies past. 
King. It shall—All is forgot; 
Now join your hands in one. Enjoy, Philaster, 


This kingdom, which is yours, and after me 


Whatever I call mine; my blessing on you! 

All happy hours be at your marriage-joys, 

That you may grow yourselves over all lands, 

And live to see your plenteous branches spring 

Wherever there is sun Let princes learn 400 
By this to rule the passions of their blood ; 

For, what Heay*n wills, can never be withstood. 
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